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yet incurable ; and their world, the world of children, was not under sentence.
Clanricard was surprised to find how much bitterness, how much discouragement, there was in his reflections. He hesitated to admit it to himself. It was this morning's news that had upset him. He had suddenly realised the likelihood of a catastrophe. He ought to have realised it sooner. The news of to-day was not so much worse than that of yesterday; and it would not have taken much foresight to know what was going to happen. No doubt; but that was the way men were made.
This poor class of his ! How idle it would be - would it not ? - to go on with the arithmetic lesson ! The only thing that mattered was to talk about what was happening. Would they understand ? Perhaps they would.
Clanricard knew that, if he took the trouble, he could make his class understand anything — or at least anything essential. He had a hold on his class all the time — even this class, which he had been handling for only five days. He was able to follow its most fugitive reactions without a moment's delay and to act accordingly. If Clanricard thought of something for his class, something that he wanted to pass into his class, to lodge itself at once in these fifty-odd shock-pated little heads, he had only to make an effort of will, and at once words came to him, and such a tone of voice, such a turn of phrase, that any restlessness was stilled and the class visibly thought what he wanted them to think.
What would Sampeyre have to say about it ? What would he advise, that absent master of his, about whom Cknricard was fond of repeating to himself, with a kind of deliberate fanaticism, that he was always right, that he was the living rule?
Sampeyre was of opinion that you should do your job to the best of your ability. And your job did not consist in discoursing before children about the ideas you liked yourself. Sampeyre did not approve of direct propaganda, which was an insult to the serenity of learning, and, at one

